114 "Don't bother with that one," he said, "just have this one
done a little more—and quickly, please, I can't sit here all
morning." The woman left, promising to- do her best.
Again we waited, this time longer than before. Nancy
and I had ordered more tea and toast. We smoked a couple
of 'cigarettes. Finally I got up to look out of the window,
hearing some strange noise below, and as I was gazing
out I espied the woman crossing the square with an um-
brella over her head and carrying the egg in her hand.
"Here it comes," I said. "Here comes what?" said Dur-
rell. "Why the egg! She's carrying it in her hand."
"What's the meaning of all this?" Durrell demanded,
taking the cool egg and smashing the shell. "We have no
stove," said the woman. "I had to take it to the baker's
to have it boiled. Is it hard enough now?"
Durrell was at once apologetic. "It's just right," he
said, cracking it vigorously with the back of his spoon.
.And as he smiled gratefully up at her he added in Eng-
. lish—"the damned idiot, couldn't she have toJd us that
in the first place? It's as hard as a rock, b'jesus."
We started back in the rain, stopping here and there
on the edge of a precipice to take snapshots. The car was
working badly, gasping and wheezing as if on its last
legs. About three miles outside of Tripolis, in the midst
of a veritable cloudburst accompanied by hail and thun-
der and lightning, the road flooded like a rice field, the
car suddenly gave a violent shudder and stopped dead.
We might as well have been fifty miles away; there was
absolutely no traffic and no way of getting assistance* To
step out of the car was to wade in up to one's knees. I was
to get the train for Athens.at Tripolis and there was only
one train to get. If I were to miss it I would miss the boat
which was due to leave the. next day. It was so obvious
that the car had given its last spark of life that we sat
there laughing and joking about our plight without think-

